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for seven years. And soon he " saw " no more
dreams, yet deep, deeper even than the dream-
plane of his mind, poignant currents flowed
from the present to what once had been. It
was as though his deepest ego were moving
backwards towards the future.

The personal history of the subject of this tale
had reached a major crisis; he had to begin
life over again from a new starting-point. Before
him are long vain years leading to coming alien
times; Jussi's life has reached a point at which
it might as well have ended. . . .

He slept without a break until evening. When
consciousness slowly returned to him, he noted
first that he was half-dressed, and then that
around him was a strange unnatural atmosphere;
it was not morning. The mysterious old master
of the house was sitting on the fireside bench
and Miina was fussing about and relating some
long history. The sons, Kustaa and his older
brother lisakki, were eating, having apparently
just returned from somewhere. At once Jussi
became aware again of the curious relation in
which he stood to the people and life of this
house; he was compelled to look up even to
people living as modestly as this. He had wakened
so silently that no one appeared to be aware that
he was awake, and instinctively he made a sleepy
movement and pretended to be deep in slumber
again.